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compelled to go on. It was as if this contact with his father were
forcing him to become like his father even in the act of de-
nouncing him.
"There's nothing," he yelled at the man, "not your love-
hate or anything else—that's as strong as physical pain. I tell
you it won't bear thinking on. What you're saying now is the lie
of all false prophets since the beginning! Physical pain damns
the whole creation. It damns God. It damns the mind. It damns
religion. And what's more, if Science can cure it, if Science
can drag up pain to the light, as Hercules did Cerberus	"
He stopped; and to his own amazement, for once more he had a
vision of Claudius staring after the airplane, he actually felt
tears at the back of his eyes.
But it was not his vision of Claudius that stopped him. It
was an appalling sense that his words were not his own. He
was his father, arguing with his father. The harsh nervous
eloquence, the curious spiritual anger, the wild ruggedness of
the words he used, all belonged to this man of his mother's.
He was his son then. It came out when their souls were
stirred. Nothing like talk about pain to bring forth the truth!
They might differ over this mystery, but it was the same nerve,
the same wolf's howl from the navel of life, the same oblivious-
ness to every "sense of proportion."
Quite unaware of what he was doing Dud began plucking
both hands at the grass beside him. As he did this his whole
lean frame began rocking itself up and down as if he had been
a mechanical doll wound up to bow before his father. What he
began to feel now was indescribable. Not only was he com-
peSed to talk like his father, but he began to feel as if the Powers
of Mai-Dun were fusing him with his father. Was that what was
meant by that horrible "votive offering" of the men impaled on
the bull?
"So you see," his father was explaining, "it wasn't my blind
instinct that showed me what I was and what I am. It came to
me as the only possible interpretation of my great secret, of
this destiny laid upon me to reach the life behind life. Fumbling
about in the roots of the past I found what I was, what I must
be, to be the thing I am! Everything's in the mind. Everything's
created andMestroyed by the mind. It's the mind, it's not any
devil's magic, that makes and breaks our mirrors and mirages.
All's vision, lad, all, I say all\ and the mind's the only demi-

